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Sad Little Lives Brightened in War Zone

Annette’s Case Just One Reason Why French Victims of the Huns Believe That
the American Red Cross Symbol Should Really Be a Star

By ELEANOR BOOTH SIMMONS.
HE war will be won, the Boehe wil
be  beaten hittie
French girls like Annette Dubois will
grow up, it"1s to be hoped, into happier
by grls and will murry (if there be
wen left to marry when the cammage s
ended) and live peaeefolly onee more in
therr homes and eonx mto frtfuluess the
earth that 15 now searred and
barren.

But-—it seems as af,
bhe remembered low these thousands of
small Annettes and Jeannes and Mares
have suffered, the enemy that eansed that
sulferning must be hated.

Annette Dubois was T in August,
the tirst hot week of rhat Auveust when
the Great Wiar broke Seven eare-
froe vears shie had hived with her mother,
Mine, Dubois, and her older sister, Yvonne,
and her hrother Jean, who considered
hunselt the man of the though
he was sueh o stripling —livial in the eom-
fortable lLittle the gray
villuge in Lorraine which had been the
properiy of the Dubins family for gen-
erafions,

War Parts Family.

A few miles away was that line node
in 1870, dividing Freneli from German
Lorraine.  But they on the nght
side ol the line, and thoueh their hearts
were nt the thought that tha
Kaiser should hold any part of their be
foved provinee at least they never dreamed
of lis sending his abliorred soldiers over
the line,

What should Annette, plaving with her
wooden doll, or Yvenne, meeting her lover
and hemming linen for the wedding soon
to be ~what should Mme. Dubmis or young
Jean, tilling the garden and milking the
eow and keeping the small family to-
gether what should they know of the
plottings of mad Emperors for the de.
struetion of the unsusprions world 1

The blow fell. War was declared.
Jean, berely 19 and boyish for his age,
put on the uniform and marched away.
Anunette, lifting her wooden doll high to
wateh her brother, piped up “Vive Ia
Franee!”

“Vive In Franee 4 Strasbourg!” came
back Jean's voice, with one backward look
at the mother and sisters he was leaving to
earry on at home.

Yvonne stood silent. In a few hours
her lover also would go and tears, she
koew, would ecome. Should she et her
1 n's last memory be of a girl with red
eyves? Jamais! So she siood gripping
her hands, while Mme. Dubois tnied to
speak cheerfully as she turned to attend
to the eow aod the litier of pigs.

“They will be back before Christmas,”
ghe eomlorted Yvonne, “The war will he

and  sorrowful
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as long as it shall
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tumily,

howse 1n stone

were

wilen sore

over, aud Jean and Prerre will return, and
then there wall be the wedding. Annette
shall have & new dress for .  And the

village, it will be guy, n'est ce pas1”
Annette Has to Flee.

In one way the villige was gav during
those first few weeks—gay with the fresh
red and blue of the fine uniforms in whieh
the poilus went to the war. They filled
the village, those Freneh troops, and An-
nelte, her wooden doll under one arm,
would pick flpwers and Limdly  present
them to the men in the clathes like those
Jean wore when he marched away, Eager-
Iy Mme. Dubois and Yvonne watched for
the communiqués from the front thal was
so near, as the battle raged on the Marne,
and they trembled for Jean and Prerre.

The hattle came close, first the Freneh
swept forward, then the Germans, beat-
ing their way on, menaced the hittle gray
stone willage, and Mme.  Duabois and
Yvonne, with dry eves, packed up such
things as they could earry themselves and
evuld pack on the back of the cow, and,
with Annette and the wooden doll, they
fled over the dusty roads cut out by the
motor trains carrying munitions—fled to
the home of an old aunt, in another of
Franee's tiny red roofed villnges, farther
from the front

They stayed there till Chrstmas. The
holiday did not bring Jean and Pierre, nor
the end of the war, but 1t pushed the Ger-
mans [urther from the village of Mme.
Dubeis, and she deewded to go back.

“Jean and Pierre will wish to find n3
st heme,” she sad. “The garden must
be attended to: sarely the war cannot
Just all summer, and eversthing must be
weady for them when they return.”

Bo Yvonne and ber wolber and even

Rescued children of the French war zone and the American doll which has taken the place of their lost
treasures.

hittle Anneite worked to strughten up
the house, in which troops had been quar-
tered, and to prepare the garden for
plarting, and to get fodder for the enw
so that Jean might find ber sleek. And
one wonderful day came a small French
boy with a telegram from Pierre, saving
that he could get a werk's permussion,
and would Yvonne marry lnm then?

Yvonne would. A wedding half sor-
rowfnl, balf jovous, they had in the
hittle stone church. Nol many people
were left in the village to attend that
wedding, and Anpette dudn't have her
new dress, but Yvonne and Pierre pro.
mised ber one direetly the war should
b wover,

“And that,” they sud hopefully, *
be by harvest Lime, certamement.”

The wedding was at Fastertide. The
harvest that came was a harvest of death,
and Pierre was one ent down hy the
reaper.  Yvonne, liviog on with her
mother and Annette i the little front
line village, was very silent when the
officinl notice came—“Killed in aetion.”
Oinly she sand often to her mother that
she hoped the baby was to be a bov,

“So be ean hygve Merre's name,” she
explained.

Mme. Duboir had gone to work in a
munition factory to eke out what hirtle
money the French Government paid them
in allocatsons.  As the mumtions indus-
trv developed in thase border towns
where there s mnch iron and eonl, they
heeame inereasimzly dangerous places to
live in. The German airplanes eame
in greater and vet greater numbers, drop-
ping bombs in their pleasant way on the
streets where children, hke Annette,
been wont to play without fear in the
days before the war., One day there was
an esperially heavy bombardment: sev-
eral of the villagers, lifetime neyghbors
of Mme. Dubois, were killed; the eow
that was the chief dependence of the
family was killed in ber shed; the very
mir shuddered with frightfulness.  And
the next day Yvonne's hov buby, who
was to have had Pierre’s name, was born
dead.

Ivaad

Mme. Dubois Injured.

More silent than ever was Yvonne, but
<he stroggled up from bed, and she went
to work in the munitions faetory, while
Mme. Dubois staved lLiome to tend the
varden, on wineh they now rehied for food.
Annette, growing grave and unchildhke
under the shadows around her, helped 1o
wesd nond water, A sunnwer and a winter
hail passed sinee the welding; another
summer had eome. The long range guns
of the Gormans were, about this time, fo-
eussed on the village. bat Mme, Dubms
and Yvonne decided to remaon. Jean bl
been wounded, not :~;|'rl<ltl!ﬂ|_\'; [||l'_\' wishid
to be where the very first news of him
would come.

Why llee from the war in_

which all they loved was swallowed up?
Besides, their money was very httle, and
having their own house and gardep made
what they had go mueh further.

Now in Franee a family’s holdings of
land will often be in several small par-
evls, in different parts of the town. So
it chaneced that Mme. Dubois owned
one small strip near the ruilroad track,
about a mile from her home. She resolved
to eultuvate this. She was not used to do-
mg the heavy work herself. but now it
was neeessary, and every day she went
1o work there. The railroad was the
mnrk at whieh the German sbells were
aimed, and one hot July day, as she hoed
ber potatoes, the sweat rolling down her
fuee, came n great shell and gouged a
deep hole in the patch, scattering the
dirt over Mme. Dubois and smearing her
wet face.

The nearest shelter was a supply train
that had been lying for two days on the
truck near by. She ran for it, she
erawled under one of the ears. And by
tragic chanee, at that moment the order
was given to mova the train along out of
range. Madame was dragged many vards,
and left bleeding, unconseions. when the
ruwhling ears passed on.

American Help Comes.

It was now that the Americans came
into the life of the French woman whe,
hitherto, had struggled along, with only
her own eourage and the seant aid
the French Government eould give,
through the strange paths into which
war had driven her. It was a poilu who
found her there by the railroad traek
when the bombardment bad passed by
and 1t 4 Frepeh mibtary  doctor
wlo came to see her. But finding that
she needed long hospital treatment he
telephoned to Toul, behind the Ameriean
front, where an Ameriean tag floated
over & former military school wlich had
hecome an American Hed Cross hospital

Wits

for Freneh echildren of the war zone
and for emergency eases.
Mme. Dubois wns eonseions when

the doetors at Toul examined her mangled
leg and nrm, and her first thought was
uf Apuette, slone at home with her
wooden doll: for Yvonne was at the mu-
nitions factory.

“I must not die,” she told the Red
Cross nurse. “My elder daughter has
lost her husband and baby. My hittle
mirl is too young to earn her living. My
som in the army is woanded. Could you
tuke care of my litde gmrl while there
:= no one at howe to cook for ber T

Well, and =0 it happened that An-
nette was brought into a hife more cheer-
ful than she band known sinee the war
For at Foul was a place for just
sueh  Small neves us she. The
Hed Cross eolony at Toul was started
for some 100 children ander 8, who had
been sent away from their bomes be-

bwegram.
war rel

cause of frequent gas attacks: they were
ton little to be trusted to keep their gas
masks on.

The number had grown to 550, as more
and more villages heeame dangerons for
ebildren, and eventually 160 hospilal beds
were added. Then the American doetors
spread chains of dispensanes fanwise
from Toul over the lulls of French Lor-
raine, to which their gray antomobiles
varried them several times a week to the
chnws for moibers and babies in the
smoky mining and factory towns. And
in one of these sutomobiles the httle
Annette and her wooden doll were car-
ried to her mother mn the hospital—a
wondering, grave faced Annette, sadder
than any child should ever be

Faiter and gayer and better dressed 1s
Annette now than when she arnved, a
queer hitle figure in her vid shawl with
her bundle clutched under her arm. The
doctors found that time and eare would
suve Mme. Dubois’s leg, thongh her arm
would have to come off below the elbow.
Hut Jean, who recovered from his wound,
gut a week's permussion and spent it with
her, und the nurses let him stay all day
with ber in the ward, telling ber about
s life in the trenches, and planning bow
they would elenr up the garden and buy
another cow and start all fresh some day
when the war was over. FEvemngs he
would play with Annette, who used to
run in at lunch time and at recess of the
sehool to see her mother and comb her
hair for her.

Mme. Dubois has only one fault to tind
with the Red Cross—she thinks its em-
blem ought to be o star,

“The Amerieans have put the <dar of
hope mto our hves.” she told the doretor
who tended her. “The Amencans lave
saved my life; and now | ean work
agmin.  Yvgnne and 1 ean go on now ull
Jean evmes back from the You
should put a star above the eross, Mon-
steur.”

The Sense of Smell

l'[' 15 said that the tenth part of a
grain of musk will continne for
vears fo fill a reom with its odonferons
particles, and that at®the end of that
time it will not be appreciably dimm-
ished 1 weight.

A cubie inch of air arsing from the
flame of & Bunsen burner has been esti-
mated to contuin no fewer than 480.000,-
M) dust partieles.

A drop of blood that mght be sus-
pended from the pont of a needle con-
tains about 1,000,000 red corpuseles.

Yet, although matter is so marvellously
divisible, the olfactory nerves are ndi-
nitely more sensitive.  Mueh yvet remains
to be mvestigated with reference to these
nerves which will diseriminate with such
apparently mirsenlous accuracy.
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